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CHICAGO POET 



I saluted a nobody. 

I saw him in a looking-glass. 

He smiled — so did I. 

He crumpled the skin on his forehead, 

frowning — so did I. 
Everything I did he did. 
I said, "Hello, I know you." 
And I was a liar to say so. 

Ah, this looking-glass man ! 
Liar, fool, dreamer, play-actor, 
Soldier, dusty drinker of dust — 
Ah! he will go with me 
Down the dark stairway 
When nobody else is looking, 
When everybody else is gone. 

He locks his elbow in mine. 
I lose all — but not him. 



STREET WINDOW 

The pawn-shop man knows hunger, 
And how far hunger has eaten the heart 

[3] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Of one who comes with an old keepsake. 
Here are wedding rings and baby bracelets, 
Scarf pins and shoe buckles, jeweled garters, 
Old fashioned knives with inlaid handles, 
Watches of old gold and silver, 
Old coins worn with finger-marks. 
They tell stories. 



ADELAIDE CRAPSEY 

Among the bumble-bees in red-top hay, a freckled field of 
brown-eyed Susans dripping yellow leaves in July, 
I read your heart in a book. 

And your mouth of blue pansy — I know somewhere I have 
seen it rain-shattered. 

And I have seen a woman with her head flung between her 
naked knees, and her head held there listening to the 
sea, the great naked sea shouldering a load of salt. 

And the blue pansy mouth sang to the sea: 

Mother of God, I'm so little a thing, 
Let me sing longer, 
Only a little longer. 

And the sea shouldered its salt in long gray combers hauling 
new shapes on the beach sand. 
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